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See his head and his forehand and the way he's let down—
lots of heart room. Not quite so good behind the saddle,
but a great horse, I think."
" Which is the Frenchman ? " asked Soames, " That!
Oh ! Ah ! I don't like him. I want to see this race,"
Jack Cardigan gripped his arm—the fellow's fingers were
like iron.
" You come along with me ! " he said. Soames went,
was put up higher than he had been yet, given Imogen's
glasses—a present from himself—and left there. He was
surprised to find how well and far he could see. What a
lot of cars, and what a lot of people! * The national
pastime'—didn't they call it! Here came the horses
walking past, each led by a man. Well! They were
pretty creatures, no doubt! An English horse against a
French horse—that gave the thing some meaning. He
was glad Annette was still with her mother in France,
otherwise she'd have been here with him. Now they were
cantering past. Soames made a real effort to tell one from
the other, but except for their numbers, they were so
confoundedly alike. " No," he said to himself, " I'll just
watch those two, and that tall horse "—its name had
appealed to him, Pons Asinorum. Rather painfully he
got the colours of the three by heart and fixed his glasses
on the wheeling group out there at the starting point.
As soon as they were off, however, all he could see was
that one horse was in front of the others. Why had he
gone to the trouble of learning the colours ? On and on
and on he watched them, worried because he could make
nothing of it, and everybody else seemed making a good
deal. Now they were rounding into the straight. " The
favourite's coming up ! " " Look at the Frenchman ! "
Soames could see the colours now. Those two ! His hand
shook a little and he dropped his glasses. Here they came

